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TbcJ-JiJiorit 

Through all the kingdoms diat acknowledge Chtifr* 

Thrice Jiatli diis Hotlpur Mars in fwathliiig clotlies 
Tins infant warrier, in Jus cnttfrpril'es, 

Difeomfitcd great Douglas, ta’nchim once. 

Enlarged him, and made a friend of him, 

T o fill the mouch of deepc defiance vp, 

And fhakc the peace and Jafetie of our throne, 

And what fay you tothis? Percy, Northumberland, 

The Archbiihops grace of York, Douglas, Mortimer 
Capitulate.againfr vs, and arc vp. * 

But, wherefore doeltcllthele newes to thee? 
Why,Harry,doeI tell thee of my foes, 

Winch art my necreft and dearett enemy i 
Thou that art like enough, through vaffallfeare, 

Bafc inclmauon, and the liar t of lpleeuc, 

To fight againft me, vnder Percies pay. 

To dog His heeles, and curtfie at his frowncs, 

,To fhcvv, how much thou ait degenerate. 

Vrin, Donottlunkefo,youfhallnotfinditl(>, 

And God torgiue them, that Jo much Jvaue fwayd 
Your Maieftiesgood thoughts away from me* 

I will redeeme all this on Percies head, x 

And , in the clofing of fome glorious day. 

Be bold to tell you that 1 am your fonne, 

When I will weare a garment all of bloud, 

And frame myfauors in a bloudy maske, 

Which wafht away, fhallfcoure my fhame wichit. 

And that fhall be tlie day, When c’rc itlights, 

TJiat this lame child of honour and.renovvne, 

TJiis gallant Hotlpur, this all praifed knight. 

And your vnthought of Harry, chance to meet. 

For cuery honor, fitting on his Jielme, 

Would they were multitudes, andon my head 
My lhames redoubled. For the time will come 
T hat I fiiall make this Northren youth exchange “ 

His glorious deeds, for my indignities. 

Percy is but my faftor, good my Lord, 

To engroJfe vp glorious deeds on my behalfe* 
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A iid I will call him to fo ftrift account. 

That he fhall render cuery glory vp , . 

Yea, euen the lleighteft worihipof his time. 

Or 1 will tear e the reckoning from his heart. 

This, in the name of God, 1 promife here. 

The which, if he be pleafd,l lhalipcrforme: 

1 doe befcech your M aiefty may faiue 
The long grovvne wounds of my intemperance: 

If not, the end of life cancels allbands, 

And! will die, a hundred thoufand deaths, 

Fre breake die fmallcft parcel of this vow. 

Ktfrjr. A hundred thoufand rebels die m this. 

Thou ihalt haue charge, & foueraignetruft herein. 

How now °;ood Blunt > thy lookes are full of fpeeU. 

Enter Blunt. 

Blunt. So hath the bufines, that Icomc to fpeakcof. 

Lord Mortimer of Scotland hath fent word. 

That Douglas and theEnghlh Rebels met, 

The eleuendiof this moneth, at Shrewsbury, 

A mighty, and a fear efull head they are, 

(If promifes be kept on cuery hand,) 

As eueroffred fouleplay rn aftatc. ^ 

The Earle of Weftmerland let forth today, 

With him my fonne. Lord Iohn of Lancafrer, 

For this aduerafementis flue day es old. 

On Wednefday next, Harry , you (hallfct forward, 
Onthurfday,we our felues wil march;Qur meeting 
Is Bridgenort’n, and El arry,y ou fiiall march 
Through Glocett erfhire, by which account, 

Ourbulines valued fome twelue dales hence. 

Our generall forces, at Bridgenorth fhall meet: 

Our hands are full of bufines, let’s away, 

Aduantagc feeds him fit, while men demy. t-xcum. 

Enter Falttaljfe andBardol. 

Pal, Bardol, am I not falne away vilely fmee this laft av ion. 
do I not bate? doe 1 not dwindle* Why, my skmhangs about 
me, like an old Ladies loofc gowne. l ani withered l kcali o d 
apple Iohn. Well, ilc repent, and that fuddcnly, wiule l 


